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et'ornful glance into the "ladies' gallery," for their women are always kept in the background. In return for this we did not hesitate to criticise their toilets. They were gorgeous in full dress. Iron Horse wore an elaborately beaded and painted buckskin shirt, with masses of solid embroidery of porcupine quills. The sleeves and shoulders were ornamented with a fringe of scalp-locks ; some of the hair, we saw with a shudder, was light and waving-. .1 could not but picture the little head, usunning over with curls,'5 from which It had been taken, for all the Indian locks I. have ever seen were straight and black. The chief wore on his shoulders a sort of cape, trimmed with a fringe of snowy ermine; his leggings and moccasins were a mass of bead-work. He wore a cap of otter, without a crown, though, for it is their custom to leave the top of the head uncovered. His hair was wound round and round with strips of otter that hung down his back; the scalp lock was also tightly wound. Three eagle feathers, that denote tho number of warriors killed, were, so fastened to the lock that they stood ereet. There wore several perforations in each car from which depended bead car-rinj^s. He had armlets of burnished brass; thrown around him was a beaded blankest. The red (day pipe had the wooden stem inlaid with silver, and was embellished with this breast feathers of brilliantly plumaged birds. Tho tobaeno'bag, about two foot long, had not an inch that wan not decorated. The costume was simply superb.
The next in rank had an immense buffalo robe as the dbtinguwhing feature of his dress.    Tho inside waslt-emus Ward, who                    I
